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The Middle. What does that even mean? Do you stand 
for nothing, or stand for everything? Does it mean you 
understand your identity, or maybe you don’t 
understand it at all? 
 
-Rydin’s Reflection  
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They both want to control the 
Well of Life. Only the Multi Facet 
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The call to sacred service rang out in multiple harmonies.  
“Ahammmmmmmm, Ahammmmmmm” 
It was countered immediately by deep drumbeats in unison.  
“Thump-Thump-Thump” 
Rydin closed his eyes and imagined what was transpiring 
far below on the ground. The Royligio Facet would be 
answering the call to service and streaming into the Meeqat 
Zone from the West, while the Vibulare would be following 
their drums into the Meeqat from the East.  
Rydin tried to ignore the sounds and keep his eyes closed: 
maybe this day could somehow all go away. Yet no matter 
how hard he tried to push out the tumultuous feelings and 
thoughts, he kept revisiting the conversation he had three 
months ago. The night that tasted so bitter. 
 Up until that point he had a family. 
______________ 
He had been resting his back on the largest tree in his yard, 
which faced a grove of smaller trees. All of the Bustatrees, 
as they were called, had leaves that were every colour of the 
spectrum. Except for green. 
 

Half of the trees in the yard had mixes of red, yellow, and 
orange leaves, while the other half had blue, indigo, and violet 
leaves. The air was cool and crisp, and at this time of year 
the leaves were beginning to fall. Rydin watched as big and 
small leaves, pointed and round, rough and textured 
cascaded to the ground. As they detached from their 
branches, the dazzling leaves immediately began to lose their 
colour, so that by the time they hit the stone tiles, they were 
various shades of brown.  
The Bustatree leaves gave off a musty and damp smell. 
Many people -his family included- called the leaves that had 
fallen Busta-Trash. Rydin didn’t mind, considering the fact 
that the Busta Trees required very little amounts of water 
and there was only one place to get it, people were lucky to 
have any foliage at all. 
The back yard of his house was a perfect respite from 
everyone and everything. It was enclosed between his 
circular shaped house in front of him, and the 15 foot high 
fence of spectrum behind him.  
The fence bordered the back of his yard and arched around  
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his house to rejoin at the front. Rydin knew that on all four 
sides of it were his protective guards. Sometimes he didn’t 
know if he was being given his space from the world, or was 
in fact being caged. 
At that moment his mother emerged from the house onto the 
raised deck. Appearing immediately behind her was the taller 
figure of his father. Their complexions were in sharp 
contrast, his mother was  as white as the pieces of a Drath 
board, his father, as dark as the pieces of a Noelle board. 
Neither of them  looked at the other, and they both walked 
briskly, as if reaching him first made some kind of difference. 
Rydin knew what they had come to say.  
“Have you made your decision?” his mother asked firmly.  
He wondered how a woman who wasn’t that physically 
imposing could seem like she was larger than life. Her silver 
hair was tied back in a single braid, her fighting look Rydin 
often called it. She wore a simple grey dress, with no designs 
or frills which was ironic because she was anything but. 
Before Rydin could answer, his father quickly added, “Yes  
 

Rydin. Who would you like to go with?”  
His father was about 6 inches taller than his mother, taller 
than Rydin himself and his grey tunic seemed to reflect his 
sombre mood. 
His mother looked at his father to show him that she was not 
amused. He shrugged his shoulders and pursed his lips, which 
only irritated her more. 
“Well?” they said in unison, sounding both anxious and 
determined.   
The silence hung for what seemed like hours, even though it 
was few seconds. All Rydin could hear was the leaves hitting 
the ground. He kept looking down, as his head seemed too 
heavy to lift. 
When it became obvious that no answer was coming, his 
mother turned cold as ice. She seemed to draw in the crisp 
air to make her words more clear.  
“I do not have time for this, Rydin. You have had months to 
make up your decision! This is a monumental achievement 
for Billen, as he is being Elevated by the Vibulare. In 3 
months’ time he will be given the honour of opening  
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the World Water Council Sessi-”  
“He’s not the only one Mimeen!” His father was hot under 
the collar now. “Arsin has been selected for Ascension by 
the Royligio, and he too will open the World Water Council 
Session! Rydin, please tell us now who you want to come 
with!” 
His mother and father glared at one another. Rydin couldn’t 
take it anymore. He stood up and brushed the tree 
fragments from his brown Shalmeez. He put his hands over 
the unkempt stubble that was trying to call itself a beard on 
his face. Rydin wanted to get in the middle of them before 
the fight escalated, but he was not quick enough to prevent 
their tit for tat word war. 
“I wasted my entire life with you,” said his mother.  
“No one forced you, now did they?” his father said.  
“You took my youngest son and manipulated him”- his 
Mother 
“And you took my eldest and brainwashed him”-  his Father 
A pressure was building inside Rydin, he couldn’t keep it in  
 

or he would explode. He finally whispered,  
 “I am not going with either of you.”  
His parents didn’t hear him. Rydin stopped listening, it was 
all white noise. He couldn’t focus on the rest of their words, 
but didn’t need to: they had been having this debate the 
whole 23 years of his life. 
 Rydin said louder this time, “I am not going with either of 
you!” 
 Both of their heads whipped around. He had their attention 
again. 
 “I am not going with either of you!” Rydin repeated through 
gritted teeth, warm sweat beading on his forehead and 
mixing with the cool air.   
He said it again as if the words were a lifeline. “I am not 
going with either of you!”  
His mother looked at her son as if seeing him for the first 
time. She appraised him and said, “We don’t belong here, 
Rydin.”  
“For once, we agree on something,” his father echoed.  
His parents looked at one another for a minute as if  
 7 
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attempting to find some unspoken meaning between them. 
The moment quickly passed and they looked away, words 
unsaid.  They refocused on Rydin anew.  
“Rydin your Nunna and Nuneen have given the decree, I am 
allowed to rejoin the Vibulare Facet, and the opening is in a 
few months. Don’t you see what this means?!” His mother 
looked exasperated.  
And like clockwork his father had to respond. “Yes but your 
Dadin and Dadeen have executed the order, that I am 
allowed to rejoin the Royligio Facet,” he said. “Surely you 
understand the importance?” 
Something snapped in Rydin. 
“I know exactly what it means, you are being welcomed back 
into your original Facets only because of  your other 
“precious” sons! Arsin is the greatest Emotive Liner in a 
generation, Billen the greatest Reasonal Liner! Don’t either 
of you see that you are being given protection because my 
stupid grandparents,” he pointed at both his mother and 
father, “want to turn my brothers into weapons!”  
 

 Rydin couldn’t stop the words from coming anymore.  
“If you loved your damn Facets so much, why did you throw 
it all away and marry each other? Why do you now grovel 
back to the same people who kicked you out? I don’t want 
to go with either of you. No I can’t handle a Prism like either 
of my brothers or my spectacular parents, but I don’t care. 
My brothers, the two of you...just leave me ALONE!” 
Rydin may as well have slapped them, for how stunned they 
looked.  Well let them be stunned, he thought. 
His father looked crushed. “The Sanctuary Zone has never 
been a true home, Rydin. I am tired of having every 
movement of my life governed.” 
His mother looked at him and said quietly, “They never 
accepted me here, Rydin and they will never accept you 
either, the Multi Facet isn’t as beneficent as you would like 
them to be.” She paused, unable to speak the words, but his 
father finished for her.  
“You are not welcome at the Opening Ceremony, Rydin. If 
you are not joined to either of our sides, your protection will 
not hold. This Sanctuary Zone,” he gestured around them,  
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“is your permanent home.”  
And with that, his father turned and walked back through the 
house and disappeared. His mother finally had some words, 
but this time Rydin was the one who felt slapped.  
“I can’t protect you anymore,” she said, “from here, you are 
on your own.”  
And she too turned and walked into the house, and out of 
his life. 
______________________ 
Rydin was snapped out of his reflection by a loud 
announcement that was audible even so far up from the well 
to the Sanctuary zone. 
“30 minutes till World Water Council Opening Session, no 
more entries to the Well permitted after 30 minutes,” said 
the women with a nasal voice. One of these days he would 
figure out how they projected so loudly.  
Rydin knew that if he left the Sanctuary Zone, he could be  
 

killed. The Multi Facet was only allowed to protect him while 
he remained here, where his house was. Yet... it wouldn’t be 
the first time he had snuck out and surely, he wasn’t going 
to miss his brothers’ big day? They were his brothers after 
all, why should a whole bunch of strangers get to see it and 
not him? He stepped through the back gate and came face 
to face with a bald man who looked tough as lines, the man 
was standing there as if he was waiting for him. His pristine 
green uniform shone in the light. 
“Going somewhere Rydin?” he asked.  
The man didn’t look amused, he had never looked amused at 
any point during the last two decades he’d spent protecting 
Rydin. 
“Well that depends, Esbin. On you.”  
Today wasn’t a day for Rydin to back down. 
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